off with a swashbuckling braggart from Orakzai.
To show us how it is done, Abdul takes the
first pull on the long, flexible tube of the narghile.
Slowly and rapturously he inhales the carbon
dioxide., essence of camel, nicotine, hemp, hubble-
bubbling through the water of the pipe. He
draws the smoke deep down into his lungs.
Then, as he coughs it up again, he passes the
tube over to me. But one puff is quite enough
to satisfy our Western curiosity, and between
coughs Chase and I assure our host that hence-
forth we prefer to pursue our study of the drug
at second-hand. Abdul tells us that the habitual
charas smoker experiences a delicious dreaminess
combined with an inordinate appetite for food.
You feel that you are sitting by the fountains
of the gardens of the faithful, drinking paradisi-
acal wine, which never makes you sick (as
bhang so often does), while houris of whom you
never tire (as you do of your wife, good soul,
may her shadow increase!) dance before you
with pearl-and-ruby-braceleted feet. Personally,
we fail to experience any of these delightful sensa-
tions. But a giddiness comes over us, and we feel
as though we are riding on a magic carpet through
air that an aviator would call decidedly bumpy.
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